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barely completed when they heard a key turn in the lock, and they at once extinguished their Iamp0 Soft steps approached; the two women leaned upon each other, for they were both near fainting with excitement. There was a gentle knocking at the door. The Queen asked who was there, and the boy's voice replied with the first lines of the old ballad:
Douglas, Douglas, Tender and true.
She at once opened the door, for it was the countersign agreed upon with George Douglas.
The boy had no light, but he put out his hand until it touched the Queen's. By the faint light of the stars she saw him kneel and felt his lips touch her fingers.
" Is your Majesty ready to follow me ? " he asked in a whisper, as he stood erect once more.
" Yes, my child," the Queen replied; "but is it to be this evening? "
"With your Majesty's permission, yes."
" Everything is ready ? "
" Everything."
" What have we to do?"
" Follow me wherever I go."
" 0 merciful God I" cried Mary, " have pity upon us!"
She repeated a short prayer beneath her breath, while Mary Seaton procured the casket which contained her jewels.
" Now I am ready," she said; " and you, little one ? n
" I am ready also," replied her attendant.
" Come then," said Little Douglas.
The prisoners followed him, the Queen walking first. Their youthful conductor carefully closed the door, so